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standalone 


Time takes a cigarette, puts it in your mouth 
You pull on your finger, then another finger, then your cigarette 
The wall-to-wall is calling, it lingers, then you forget 


Oh, how, how, how, you're a rock 'n' roll suicide 


David Bowie - Rock ‘n' Roll Suicide 


"These will be the death of you," Steven says. Instead of turning his head away from Johnny, he's looking at 


him wide-eyed. His eyes are too sad. 


"What are you on about?" Johnny mutters away, his eyes half-closed in concentration while he inhales. After a 


moment the offensive artifact is pulled away from Johnny's mouth, hanging between Johnny's slim fingers. 


"Oh, that?" He's asking as if to make sure, but the question is rhetorical. "It's only a fag, Mozza. Everyone | 
know smokes, and | still haven't seen one lung cancer death. Wouldn't like to think about it, either. Some things 


are better left alone. It's always death with you, one way or the other, isn’t it?" he asks disdainfully. 


"Mm-mm, not this time!" Steven protest, remaining calm. "Life is much prettier without nasty coughing. Being 
able to smell flowers, being able to taste. It's about what kind of life you're living. Well, and not catching death 


while you're at it." 


Catching death. This time, Steven was aware of how easily those words slipped off him. Only now, there was a 
comical ting to his phrase, making it sound like death was some seasonal affliction that can pass from one 
person to the other. He was making light of death, ridiculing it. From his point of view, there had to be 
something optimistic about that. 


"Not everything about me is pretty," Johnny cackles. "You should've learned it by now.’ 


